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bare foe, {.1 idl'd down the cool . orri- 
dors like h phantom Am hi- slunk 
past a door hi- heard the sputtering 
gurgle of a guttural. strong-lunged 
sleeper. The Orman doctor, in his 
anxiety to conform to the customs 
of the country. Iiad adopted th. siesta 

habit. 


• handle «f a Knife, ready for any 

"What's the matter, brother” asked 
Morales when h» s.iw .laraniillo's 
bleed ing hand "Who wounded you*” 

Jaramilto nliruxitnl his shoulders 
with a nest it re of indifference and ni- 
si* -ol of reply i ixir showed his rrienc 
three or four feathers which ho car- 
ried in his wounded hand. 

From that aft*-, noon on the life of 
the two comrades changed radically.' 
Jamralllo had to go to a quack. an oid 
friend of his rather, for immediate 
treatment. The wounded tinner had 
turned black and tt had to be ampu- 
tated to ke. p the poisonous pollution 
from reaching 'he heart The native 
med'nine-man sharpened on a stone 
the knife he used indiKcriminiUely to 
scrape the inu I from his horse and to 
slice bread Tile operation was pain- 
ful hut .larajiniln gathered courage 
and fortitude to endure it by looking 
at tin* little hag which hr i-am-d 
around his neck The rabure feathers 
were in that bag. W. 11 could he atfnrd 
to suffer a little pain In exchange for 
such a wonderful talisman! 

Morale* was sad and spoke, with the 
humility of one who w .she* to make a 
petition and hesitates to speak, mu. 
ha massed hv the importance of the 
favor desired. He finally decided to 
sp.ak. 

''Brother, why don't you gtv« mo one 

of the feathers’ We hare always 

shared everythin!?, as If wo had been 
bom of the same m.yther. You have 
three feonh.rs. you don't loso aji'e 
thine by giving me one You will t>e 
equally powerful with the othar two. 
one is enough to make you Invulner- 
able. '• 


An Unusual Story by Vicente Blasco Ibanez 


spoke aloud. "If it hadn't he. n for 
these feathers, doctor, the oilier fel- 
low might have killed me. But. you 
see. I got him first. I was quicker. 

They tooK his feathers and his sw or.l 
away and w. re RoitiR to deprive him 
of his liberty for a emit number of 
years— the victim happened to he one 
of those who wore a white handker- 
chief — when he escaped from Jail and 
took rtfUK-' in Paraguay. whose fron- 
tier was only a few hours away. 

.laramillo, who did not know what 
to tlo during the absence of his friend, 
decided to follow him. and to justify 
tins flight and match Morales' record 
he killed another "white handker- 
chief before betaking himself to th- 
neighboring republic. 

They applied for work in one of the 
verbal. s. the plantations where min- 
is raised — the native lea made popular 
by the Jesuits long ago when they 
ruled the theocratic republic of Ill- 
Missions. founded by them in a terri- 
tory situat-d close to th. frontiers of 
Brazil. Paraguay and Argentina- 

Anxious to return to their native 
land. Morales and JnramHIo gave up 
their work several times to .loin revo- 
lutionary expeditions organixed by 
their party. The great leader of the 


TVl'T although Jaramillo had never 
gone to school, he knew that three 
was more than two. and he figured that 
if he kep: the three feathers his 
might would be all the greater. More- 
over. he did not think that it w <n 
right that Morales whose hards were 
whole, should trv to acquire an equal 
power. He Jjref. rre.l to have hi»‘ 
friend under the dominion of his »u- 

p-rlnrlty. 

And. surely enough. Morales began 
to feel the bondage. His friend had 
become a despot, .laramillo loafed al| 
day and made him do his work for 
him: frequently the tvrant. went so 
fas as lo ask Morales to hand over Ins 
hard-earned wage*; and on one neon- 
Kloti he took from hini a certain l*ara- 
guay belle of fair .omptexlon and ar- 
rogant tigur- who had shown marked 
predilection for Morairn. 

"I shall have to kill him." Morales 
h-g-ati to think ' W. can't ll\e to- 
gether any more.” 

But he had to abandon at once hie 
evil plan. Impossible to kill Jura 
miitn as long as lie had m his posses- 
sion the talisman, the little hag with 
the oaJiure feathers, which made him 
Invulnerable' „ 

I'opyrlght, lirjl, M'.'lur. . Printed hr *p**eial 
arrangement with the Metropolitan N'ew.paper 
Serrlre and The Washington Star 


UARDLY had th- landing party come 
within pistol-shot of police head- 
quarters when the doors of the bar- 
racks were closed and barred and the 
guard opened lire on the Invaders 
through the windows. The coup had 
failed' The enemy bad been neither 
shocked nor surprised. But. despite 
this, the rebels did not think for one 
moment of fleeing. Just because the 
wtlack had failed to surprise the po- 
lice there was no good reason why 
they should deprive thems. lves of the 
pleasure of exenanging a few shots 
with the haled adversary. 

"Hurrah for !>r. Sepulveda!" they 
shouted vociferously "Down with the 
usurping government!" 

And having relieved their feelings 
vocally anil expressed their opinion 
About the character of the established 
government, they fell back in small 
groups, took positions in the street 
corners which faced the square where 
the police station was located, and be- 
gan to return Ihe enemy's Are with 
their Mausers. 

A police officer, a stout, dark man. 
exposed himself in one of the windows 
Wtrh amazing coolness. He would 
raise his anil and empty his revolver 
meanwhile volleying the rebels with Reinforcements were advancing lo 
An uninterrupted flow, of yll- Ian-; support Ihe loyal troop*. Shots were 
(tufe. ; now heard in the bottom of the streets. 

‘•Scoundrels! Cana I las' Sons <>r a Having recovered from the surprise 
— — barrel! Dogs!" And as soon as of the first rush, the government 

he discharged the contents of one forces had now sized tip the situation 

revolver, he would clyttige his position , and were moving very rapidly to re- 
and open Are with another, his body • lieve the barracks. 

Ailing the entire window-frame and I "It's all over. We have to retreat.” 
offering an eaay target to the as- . said Jaramillo. And the two friends 
salJants. Occasionally he would dis- | rfi n back to the wharf, ducking to 
appear to reload his weapons. return- | escape the bullets with which their 
ing almost immediately to continue the enemies were speeding them away, 
fight. The rest of the band held their 

The majority of th«- rebels seemed ground, defending themselves stub- 
to have forgotten the political motive horn!y. 

that had brought them there, the They reached the waterfront in time 
“usurping government" and the neces- to see one of the tugs fast disappear- 
in' of capturing the police barracks, ing in Ihe darkness and making Its 
Their whole attention was centered on escape up the river, while the other 
that fat. dark man who Insulted them was beginning lo cast ofT. This 

and who took abnoiutely no precaution treachery did not surprise Jaramillo. 
to save hi* own skin. Bullets flew all "What can you expect from these 
Around him, but not a single one seem- foreigners, grin goes. without political 
ed to lilt the mark. faith, men who don't belong to our 

•'Don't waste your cartridges', party! . . . They shouldn't have 

brother." continued Jaramillo with a 1 trusted those two Italian captains." 
fatalistic air. "That rnan has a tails- j but he and Morales, with Ihe nltnhle- 
man. a paye. which Makes him invul- ' ness of men lired in the jungle, leaped 
nerable. He is safe from bullets: the] Into the black void and landed on the 
devil himself is not safer. Hum. I 1 deck of the fleeing boat. An Inch or 


WITH BOTH IIAMKi HE PILLED BACK HIS SHIRT, SHOWBHi THE BARK CHEST AMD THE MARVELOIS LITTLE BAG. “SHOOT! 

YOU TO FIRE!” 


two more, and they would have 
plunged into the dark alligator-infest- 
ed waters. 

"May God have mercy on the brave 
brothers left behind!" sighed Jaramillo. 

When the lights of the port began 
to fade in the distance Jaramillo. con- 
sidering himself safe, began to criti- 
cise the unsuccessful attack. 

"Who ever thought of starting a 
revolution at m'dingh: when every- 
body is wide-awake and full of fight'.’ 
Why. It's absurd. One could pull off 
a revolution at midnight In a cold 
climate where people go to bed early. 
Not here: certuinly not. One o'clock 
In the afternoon — that's the hour for 
us!" 

His hearers nodded their approval. 


A Lesson of the Deep 


jungle: but the fame of this dreaded 
flyer had been a familiar thing to him 
from early childhood. Two were its 
weapons: a bill stronger than th- best 
tempered steel and a most devilish 
cunning. Where its weapon struck 
a breach was opened. \t always 
aimed at the head of its enemy, bored 
through the skull to the brain and 


iam 


don't seem to belong to ihe earth any 
more." 

"What foolishness!" he said, bending 
tenderly over her. 

Yet he began to reproach himself 
for having brought her along against 
her will Might she not be one of 
those creatures with a narrow brain 
and feeble will w ho And pleasure only 
in the commonplaces of exeryday ex- 
istence? When he had married hrr he 
had hoped to make her over III his 
own image — to Inspire her with hid 
enjoyment of freedom and his disdain 
for the conventional. Must he re- 
nounce thHt hope? And what would 
their life together he. in that case? 

“How many days will It Jake to 
get to San Francisco?" Rolande asked 

"Two weeks, at least Wqpld you. 
like to have us stop the first day at?"' 

"What good would that do''" 

The wind began to blow har And 
the sky grew black. 

"We must go Inside." said It/ ". . 
storm is coming. It w ill rr In 
few minutes." 

She obeyed H r passivity a • rtr 
piste. In her stat-room. w her ever ■ 
thing was shaken up. she k-gan '• 
think of her little Chinese pieces x .•* 
the fragile little porcelains of L-r 
boudoir In Bans. 

"To think that I have given thew 
all up for this!” 

The sea ran high. Through the port*' 
hole Rolande saw h yellow mass ot- 
angry waves, one dashing upon an 
other. She was separated from then 


Translated From the French by 
WILLIAM L. MrPHKRMOX. 

R OLANDE was writing at her lit- 
tle desk under her little elec- 
tric lamp. with her little 
Chinese piece*, her little Dres- 
den cats and her little Japanese dolls 
around her. Everything in the room 
was diminutive. One might have said 
that in furnishing her sanctum she 
had tried to bring it into harmony 
with her own character, which was 
still constricted and childish. 

She was writing lo her husband. 

for several 


»tf-\l!RINO the siesta." Jaramillo went 

^ on. "we could have come In and 
no one would have seen us. It would 
have been as safe as taking a walk 
in the cemetery. We could have sur- 
prised the cuarlel and killed the 
guard. I bet the guard would have 
been snoring in the shade." After a 
pause, he continued philosophically. 
"It ia madness to risk a revolution 
at night in a country like ours. We 
ought lo remember what happens In 
the jungle.” 

His audience, composed almost en- 
tirely of men bred in the jungle. *eve 
new signs of approval. And Jara- 
millo proceeded: "When the sun is 


ORAI.ES and Jaramillo owed their 
names and 


nl'T Morales began to bother his 
& friend Willi childish persistence 
and gave him no rest for weeks and 
weeks. He remembered vividly how 
on a certain occasion one of his 
neighbors had returned to his ranch 
with an arm swollen ami black from 
a snake-bite. The elder Jaramillo 
had applied certain strong remedies 
to ihe poisoned limb, mumbling Im- 
mediately a mysterious invocation 
over the body of the snake, clubbed 
lo death after is felonious attack 
on ihe ranchman. 

"You arc not a real friend." Morales 
said, with sadness. "I treat you like 
a brother and yet you have secrets 
which you won’t share with me." 

Jaramillo did not want to be 
rendered powerless Just lo satisfy the 
whim of his friend. 

"Suppose one of those poisonous 
reptiles biles you when you go bare- 
foot in the yerbal?" Jaramillo argued. 

“No danger." replied Morales, with 
assurance. "Remember thai you gave 
me a pair of garter* made of owl- 
skin. and poisonous snakes flee from 
my feet when they scent the skin." 

Finally, one afternoon. Jaramillo 
gave in and sacrificed himself for his 
friendship. 

“You insist on knowing. • • • Well 
• • • " and closing Ins eyes, he re- 
vealed the greai secret. "All you 
have to do is lo bend over the dead 
snake and say in low lones: Thou 
art no snake: thou art a cricket!' 
Immediately the poison in the body 
of Ihe victim loses its venomous 
quality." 

"Is that all?" asked Morales, visibly 
disappointed. "Is that all there is 
to it?" 

That was all. Bui the magic words 
must be spoken in Guarani. The 
snakes, natives of Paraguay, cannot 
understand Spanish, the language of 
Buenos Aires. 

"And now,” Jaramillo said, with a 
touch of sadness. " I'll have to wait 
until next Good Friday." 

Soon after that Jaramillo began to 
make frequent trips to Asuncion, the 
capital of Paraguay. His friend, in- 
trigued by these strange visits, forced 
him to confess. 

“I have seen him!" said Jaramillo 


few drops of Euro- 
pean blood to the Spanish conquerors 
who had come to their country cen- 
turies before; but in reality they 
were two Guarani half-breeds, short 
in Mature, nimble, apparently weak- 
limbed but possessing amazing {low- 
ers of endurance to resist fatigue and 
privations. United by a fraternal 
friendship, they went to work to- 
gether on a new railway which the 
gringoes were building in their 
province. 

They worked like furies. They 
tackled their jobs with th" vim and 
set purpose ot men who are fighting 
their mortal enemies to death. The 
gang bosses recently imported from 
Europe watched them with sincere 
admiration. 

"And people say that the Indians 
are lazy ..." the foreman mused. 
But on Saturdays, when they received 
their weekly wages. Morales and 
Jaramillo would disappear, and their 
employers 'and admirers would wail 
for them in vain the following Mon- 
day. They never returned lo renew 
tbelr accursed work until they had 
spent the last cent in th- taverns, 
drinking and dancing to the tune of 
an ai-cordion. 

When they dressed up. the barefoot, 
copper-colored belles, attired in white 
or pink skirt*, with their thn-u braids 
dangling on their backs, rushed in 
the doors of their huts to watch them 
pass by. A brave show they made! 
Trousers neatly fastened to the 


who had been away 
weeks: 

“Don't hurry back, tr 
Take all the time you need to give to 
your affairs. I am doing very well, 
and the days will not seam loo long, 
thanks to the little distractions which 
enliven them." 

She had hardly finished Ihe letter 
when the door opened and Rene ap- 
peared. He seemed nervous and pre- 
occupied. 

"I am to be here only a few- hours." 
he said. "I came to get you. Back 
your trunks. You are lo go away 
with me tonight. We take the tram 


&ir\Gr 


Jfordatt 


and Amelia Kedlev had little boys, but 
Becky farmed hers out because he 
was too much trouble. 

When they returned to London they 


But's rich spinster aster came for a making the elder Osborne rich. wa» 
brief visit Becki's irreverence and ordered to break off hi* engagement 
audacity won the' worldly old woman, with the now pen n lies* Amelia 
s., no h ind tint Becky » could give Hi* friend and guardian angel, t apt 
r,: r mediae When ,£<*, -aMy go, William DoMiim ^ mi George's 
Sick from mixed drinks and lobster. -way und m «rry Kir , regardless, 

i api. Raw don t rawley. the heir lo He was disinherited by hi* father, but 
the old spinster aunt's seventy thou- , h „ y h kd money enough to go to 
sand pounds, caught a twinkle from Brighton for a honeymoon, and there 
Becky's eye and remarked. "She's a ; ran into Becky Sharp and her hus- 
neat little Ally, I'll be bound ." But I band, living on nothing a year and 
Rawdon had vet to live and learn : getting fat on U. After one week of 
what a track record she could boast- serving a* an animated blotter for 

Amelia's tear*. George fell for Becky. 

Then came the bugle call. Rawdon 
Crawley. George Osborne and hi* 


VANITY FAIR 


"Ah! Mon dieu!" she sighed 
"Couldn't you go alone?" 

He looked at her reproachfully. 

"Would you really prefer that? 
Would you accept such a separation'’ 
We have hecn married only six 
months, and you wouldn t worry about 
putting such a distance between us'."' 

She turned red. 

T spoke hastily." she said. "Please 
excuse me. 1 was (aken by surprise. 
So everything must be ready this 
evening’" 

"Evidently." he answered. In a voice 


,<> a rope. She was. so to spt 
suspended above the abyss, 
smelt the sea wind, which expan 
her lungs and filled her with It* ■ 
age ardor. A new sensation, pow 
ful and marvelous, took posses! 
i of her frail body. A furtive ■ 
shone here and there through 
black mantle of the sky. The i 
was dying in the went. There i 
Just light enough to let the vie 
! range around the four quarter* 
j the horizon. And the idea of 
| infinite Imposed Itself on her. inel 
j tably. as the sole reality. 

| "Is it possible.” Rolande said 
herself, "that we are at oner so gr 
land so small? 1 feel a whole «« 
j awakened in me. I no longer t 
death. Rather I would fear life, 


W HEN Amelia Beilley and 
Becky Sharp had com- 
pleted some years of in- 
tensive finishing at Miss 
Pinkerton's School. Amelia left sigh- 
ing And Becky left shying a diction - 
att At the principal's sister as a 
parting token. 

Becky usually faced the world with 
downenat eyes, but when she spotted 
bar victim, said eye* emitted a green 
glow some thousand watts in vamp 
strength. Amelia, on th<- other hand, 
was a weepy, timid liitle creature 
Who had been engaged since infancy 


ttrHBN Miss Crawley want back to 
I-ondon Backy went with her as 
companion. Sir Pit, came often la 
beg her in return, bu, Becky refused 
to leave the dear old find Rawdon 
Crawley, too. became a regular visitor 
at the bouse of his fond aunt and 


irHE left her little retreat. Rene 
glanced around. The apartment 
was going to be closed. All these 
puerile and useless things would he 
.relegated to the past. They two. Ro- 
lande and he. would begin a new life 
amid new surroundings. 

He had taken that resolution, not 
because he doubted his wife's fidelity, 
but because he saw her becoming 
more and more absorbed in sterile 
and narrowing thoughts and habits. 
Air and space were needed to vivify 
her youthful intelligence, and since 
the occasion had presented Itself he 
was now more than eager to spirit 
Iter away from her presen! environ- 
ment. 

Rolande returned in a few min- 
utes. She seated herself beside him 
on the lounge and put her arms about 
his neck. 

"Is it really true that you want to 
go away? I think that you are only. 


selves Invulnerable, and. consequent- 
ly. the braves, men on earth! Tin- 
elder Jaramillo himself, despite his 
remarkable lore, had no, been able 
to capture a cabure. It was extreme- 
ly difficult to get hold of one of these 
birds. That was why the younger 
Jaramillo kept on repeating with 
pride: "I have seen hint as close as 
I am seeing you." 

The owner of the rabure was a 
gringo who lived in Asuncion for no 
other purpose than lo study llie 
plants and the animals of th-- re- 
public. a fat, ruddy-cheeked, fair- 


and the broad brim of their som- 
breros raised over the eyes, they 
looked like two caricature* of the 
hidalgos of cloak and sword who had 
been their illegitimate ancestors. 

When the pollr. 
spect one 
Morales a 


dances, 
their 

swords, thrusting them through tlieir 
the trousers and 
er which forced 

them to dance with a stiff leg as If 

they had paralysis. rimmed spectacles and was verv fond ma 

One day. In one of these dances, of jesting with tlie simple-minded t ice 
Morales, who was less clever than liia folk of the countryside to get all the 
comrade but far quicker to pick a information he could out of them, in :. 
quarrel, fell out w-ith a certain fellow (he palio of his home, large as a eon- ... 
who Insisted on monopolizing the girl ventual cloister, he -had a rich oollec- .. 
thai he liked, and ran him through tlon of birds and quadrupeds, and in h, J; 
with his sword. a cage in tlip center, lording it over M 

"No es nada! Nothing has happened! this small and restless world, which brr 
Qo on with the dance!" all shouted. it could silence with a mere cry. 

The man was dead. Nothing, it was hung the cabure. gir 

nothing! They took out Ute corpse; On several occasions the doctor had enj 
you can't dance with a dead body in found Jaramillo standing outside the wil 
the Way. Bo out went the victim and front door watching the precious bird 
no one need worry. The dead man's through the grating and had asked j-j 
relatives wonld see to it that a little I hint to see the specimen 
chapel was built for him by the road- "What a beauty, eh?" the doctor 
side, and every night they would come would remark, with pride and satis- 
and light candles for the peace of his faction. "I paid more than us weight a *JJ 
soul. A mere incident, something one In gold for it. Very few of these 
sees every day. birds arc ever caught alive. Tt is the 

^ a a a a rare good fortune to own one." hat 

A very costly specimen secured at try 
DUT the police — the husybodies! — re- a great sacrifice, but the doctor did 


sashes and hetweer. 
the skin, a maneti 


Medicinal Uses of Salt. 


For catarrh a lukewarm solution ot 
salt and milk should be snuffed up the 
nostrils three limes daily, one-fourth 
H-aspoonful of the salt being used In 
half a pint of milk. To lake this, 
treatment hang the hot-water bag up 
above your head containing * he so- 
lution. then bend the head fo».* Inches 
below the hag. using lha small Jl' 
nozzle for the treatment, in this way. 
tho solution will flow easily up' 
through the nostril* and down the 
throat, coming out through the 
mouth.. 

Tired eyes *nould be bathed fre- 
quently wiur water in which a small, 
amount »t salt is dissolved, and it 
cthould be applied very strong to 
sprains and bruises. Moistened salt 
should he hound upon burns, and if 
applied in time will prevent all blfs-" 
tering. Mixed with the while of an 
eeg, it will prevent felon*. Give one' 
teasponful of salt in a teacupful of. 
cold water to relieve colic. 

All housewives know the value oJ 
the hot-water bottle in times of ilia 
ness, but when a hot-water bottle ii 
not at hand, a small sack loosely 
filled with salt and thoroughly warm- 
ed is equally good, especially for neu- 
ralgia. as the *alt adds Its curativw 
propertiea to Use wargui. — 


IA marry one George Osborne, i hi II paver. Before long. LatH' Oawley Richmond’s ball the night before the 
At Amalia'* home in Russell square anrt 8carce | y waiting *-r fho con- battle of Waterloo 

Becky met Joe Sediey. Amelia's ventional two or three weeka of Becky was the belle of tho ball 
brother, who besides a number of mourning to pass by. old Bir Pitt fell George Osborne went wild with mili- 
o fixer distinctions, was collector of on ins unused kneecap and begged tary enthusiasm, and wrote Becky a 
Boggloy-Wollah. home from India on Becky Sharp to marry him and re- | mplorinB h8r to Hop< . wlth him 

Ioavw. Becky trained Iter green eyes *“ ", Amelia, a big-eyed, dew -besprinkled 

on Joseph, and decided that a coHec- , Crawley. Becky almost wept w ' th i wallflower, was cheered only by the 
lot's pay ought to beat that of a .. of lhe , UPk , have , he tou h , presence of Capt. Dobbin, 
gowernetw— the career she had chosen wt „ shr -,- rt dn j, sir l*tt. Kawdon Crawley left Becky with all 

tor herself — even if divided by half. bl| , ,. m a i re:ldy married.” ' h' 8 trinket* and two horse*, which 

But George Osborne. Amelia's fiance. Thl . Ilext day Becky, now publicly Master Joseph Sedley bought at 
doctored Becky's hash by getting the r8 Rawdon Crawley, went to live Becky's own price, when he heard 
rotund Joseph lit up like a country w-lth her husband, who was speedily the French were winning, and flew 
church and telling him what a fool rut „rr t, v i,is aunt back ,o England ,o tell forever after 

he’d been. Master Joseph tied in “Nev-r mind, my sweet big lolly- how he had helped to win the battle, 
haste, and Becky ended her visit to pop." soothed Becky, "your snookums « * * * 

Amelia and went to Queen's Crawley, will support you" ... 

where she was to be guv<-rn*-sB to Sir Meanwhile.^ Napoleon had bounced r”EORGE OSBORNE fell on the field 
I’itt Crawley's two daughters ’’•“'I 1 f ro »’ honest old John a- 0 f victory. Beckey and Rawdon 

Tbo Craw ley family lived to fight !, ka in»'t Nar'pv on^the "VurU market 1 Crawley went to spend the victorious 
each other, but Becky got along with fl f ml(I thf , w b j f on)y tap p in L a t winter of 1815 In Paris, where Becky 
tbam All. Her downcast eye* went hj „ door _ but gnawing at the furnl- *hone wrRh dukes auid duchesses, and 
well with young PR, Crawley'* turn George Osborne, who had been Rawdon manipulated the ace. king 
prayers, and flashed with green at old promised to Amelia by his father as and queen so skillfully that they had 


and when be did secure his release, 
through another"* kindness, he came 
home to find Lord Steyne kissing 
Becky'* hand. He thrashed tho lord, 
denounced Becky and, searching her 
private desk, found thousands of 


L iZl Both f ri( ’ nd '' hlt “P° n ,h *‘ rnuPT had embarked and were on 

i. he ,d *»: to "teal the prodigious bird or T HE ‘ p,a 
i here be- at IeaBt to pIurk 3 few feathers from A their way across the vast Allan 

efore the ils tai1 ' tie. Rolande showed little Interest tn 

-“sjdai* "S'- ,h ' 

Roadorn* ,lme was ,hp n'esta hour. Jaramillo of seagulls kept ahead of the ship. 
They had I loved the witching hour of the siesta! seeming to direct ils course. Whence 

-h feather " "Mora'les.'^he'toVd 'hi* friend, "you ,hesr birds, masters of space? 

the wear- s,a >' outside; watch the door: I may No land was in sight. Rene said to 
need you. One can never tell what his young wife: 
id full of may happen. That accursed gringo -Don’t you wonder at their vigor 
rovoked a ™ay take a notion to scream; I may and the sureness Df lh * lr • 

have to kill him.” He shrugged his Wouldn't you like to nave aome or 
> study in shoulders. "One life less — it matters their venturesome spirit . 
i upon the little." "No.” sh« replied. "I feel strange y 

nraged by After scaling the wall of one of the upset. Rene. This sudden change in 
e an igno- back patios, Jaramillo let himself my life! Yesterday I still * 

pause be into the house, noiselessly, and in his sense ol calm and security. Today 1 
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